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TO SAY that Tom TImtm. rookie cop. « 
scutr:* raiwriklf - ■ - ' have ~-r: ma i 
There „ a growv _ 
less pain in the region of hie been that nude 
ii difficult to » > aad listen to 1h« Captain's 
word*. A voire inside Tom's hernia kept re- 
peating : "You're a bad cop? You're crooked! 
You're 11 bad a* Ball Cochrane!"* 

Ball c- srsne The Captain's rich Iriah 
*oies - is talking about Bull now. Ha «n 
pointing to a square, blocked off in rod pencil, 
on a map of the city that hong oq one nil 
of the squad room. 

He is tn there M(iKwh«Tt." ih« Captain 
aid. "We're pretty sore be hasn't been able 
o get out of the ciijr. *A hood hke Bull 
wouldn't leave town anyway, because he'd be 
lost. aff«d. Nb. he's in town. Right in tUs 
blocked off distrio-aM're seeing now. And 
e>e to get JStm. nam. Re m embe r , he's a 
Her all the way. He murdered ecvt of the 
*rnee C» r -f- he was seen doing it. and we've 
m the witness' on ice. where he can't be 
to or intimidated. All we need now. 
Bull." 



A he 



-Wf/er.'Tom tightened 
rm until hit bit; knu 
lone of all the men in 
lull Cochrane was at 
liked to Bull only lea 
The meeting broke u; 
»W -where to assemble 



to be writing across 
itiog in bir red block 
i!ltr—8a!l Cochrsa* 
his grip on the chair 
il« were white. He. 
■** room, knew where 
i« moment. He had 

night! / ( 

the men having been 
or the manhunt thai 



t -. •■>■ - c a- ,he 

h«y would never find him. Not 
al bou.e to boose, basement to 
■uld turn up the gangster. They 
.J over all the rock* in »ight— but 
n would not be there Thank, to me 
inght bitterly . . . 
He went downtown, left the iubway and tp- 
wched the sector where Cochrane was h»d- 
! Still plenty of time before (be search »m 



above suspicion. That and the fact that he 
know so many of the other nam, from the vari- 
oos precincts. They liked and respected the 
tall, sreiliog kid with the big shoulders. Tom 
groaned aloud, ff they only knew what he had 
to do In the neat boor or an I He plodded on. 
shoulders sagging now. with M smile on his 
face. A man walking toward the end of his 
career ae a cop, walking to disgrace 1 and, 
perhaps, a jail cell- Even if be escaped all of 
these — there would still be the millstone of 
his conacience. to carry for the rest of his life. 

Il had begun Ave years ago Tom, just out 
of the Army with a Ine record and a Silver 
Star, returning to find his father deed, has 
mother deathly ill. and his younger brother 
on the way to becoming a cheap hoodlum 
They were different in so many ways, be and 
Stan. His brother, only seve nt een, hating the 
duty streets and the cold water fun, anaioot 
for the good things of life without being will- 
ing to work for them. Not understanding, as 
Tom did. that hard work and n orsoecrancr 

Kid off in the end. WamiW it all now' 
hig cars, fine clothe*? And not too 
particular how be got all these things. Tom 
had tried hard He had gone to work tt the 
first job he eou!d„rtnd. taken care of his mother, 
striven to-keep Stan off the streets and in 
school. Perhaps he would have succeeded, but 
for one man. Bull Cochrane! 

Bull had been small time then, bat on the 
way op m the underworld. An overdressed 
little man. with a flat pockmarked face and 
eyes Itka an angry rat rittsnecialtv was natnr 
kids, kids like Stan Therneto do his d.n. 
work. Teaching them to steel ■g*>hia*l an-f 
eventual:* to kilL And by fbe ifaesaT 
turned from the war Ms brother was too far 
gone. Bull was his guide and mentor Be.1I 
had him 

almost at his destination. RaoTdlv^h* ! 
a loft building took the creaking elevL 

P_ Here he tapped softly ant o door that 
bore scraped out letters on yellowed frosted 



the fringe of the district. nodd'ed^Vo 
nt on, Hie uniform pi 



r police uniform 
"About time." be 



runted- "Bull's t 



little eence was llngy, ;.....,> „, 
-.^,, 7 cant and dirty coffee cup*, illuminat-d 
•*>7 "T • ■JatjU dangling from the 

tailing- Bull Cochran*, ananeve* tad hair 
mussed, looked at the rookie cop from a chair 
boaide th* desk. Behind Tori th* other hood- 
lum closed tha door, locked It. aad iteod bach 
a«aiaet (t. Thar* wma a tittle island of silence 
la tha room before Ball spoke. 

"Ready to go through with it. copper? You 
gonna tiki iMootaf here ?" 

Perhaps it wma then, at that vary 
that Tom Thorn* kn*w h* wax goto* to do 
nothing of tha kind. All tha hatrad Tor tbia 
l**nug CTtmiaal cam* to » bead, hatrad for 
Cochrane and loathing for himself, for aw 
bavin* thought, for on* aainut*. of helping 
thia scum Bat if ha knew it than, be did net 
uy It. Nat yet With hia brain clicking ever, 
r.e.ng desperately. »*»king for a notation. 
Tarn atallad. 

. "Tb^T'ra going to rUrt (ha March In an 
hour, ha told Cochran* "They won't -rise inT . 
tMn f . Maybe w can do h. maybe oof 7 
Cochran* ttood Dp and walked to tha deek. 
From a drawar ha took, piaca by piece, a o*- 
Iiceman ■ uniform. With »- eatravagant ge*- 
tax* ha toaaad tba farmairu on th* desk 
T**r*s my passport, copper. That , uniform 
and yon Simple at can ha. With th* uniform 
elena, mi TO* no. But with yea along, talking 
end . - c natural, we*. Wa can walk right 
through thoaa ftatfeec. They all know you. 
Anyone you're with will be okay. too. And 
that a tha way we're gonna do it. 

Tom nodded. HU eye* searched tha roam, 
"lb* men. estimating hie chancea in a a boot i nr. 
mdwh. They were not rood. The man at tba 
ooor still had hit hand near hia pin. and ha 
could jet it out of that shoulder clip before 
Tom could draw his own. On lb* desk was a 
Banker's Special, and Bull Coch- 
rane'a hand wb**bcv*t far away from it. 

The little hoodlum noted Tom's hesitation 
•»d hie eyes narrowed. "You wouldn't be fig- 
on tryiac a doablecroaa, copper? Re* 

ar that little piaca of paper I rot Alt 

ike and cory in a safe deposit boa. You'd be. 
thump to let anyone find out about that." 
"■*•«." ""M Torn. "I remember it." 
Too well he remembered it. The eight Sua. 
frightened for once, had coos* to him for aid. 
A holdup had gon* wraa sf, a man had been 
wounded, and the police were hot on the traiL 
tba neat room, aa Stan told hia story in 
'— 'ned tones, ther* was « woman old 
Their mother! The news of what 
uWe would hav* killed her then, 
deaperat*. had t hour hi of a plan. 
.— . i one to Ball Cochrane, hating the man. 
knowing that only he could help, only ha 
tko eaaaiirtkn* waa aa desperately needed 
■» * ■ 1 that *■* *--'- 



tthrely, wa»in#_it in Tom'i 



Stan, while a Ibol^w*, not a klDer 
heart ! If had sot been ha who had shot the 

_ i ttetion man. 
t«T?™ *** IB * " XWT - but he had aigned t 
.Ou for it. To Cochrane, his pocktts already 
lined with dirty money, it waa nothing And 
h* was m the dear, because the kida had done 
the robbery on their own. Stan stood his trial, 
was put on probation, and that marked the 
turning point. Ha was married now. with 
baby. C oin* straight- Aad Bull still had the 
tOO. He was. 
'ace at the moment 
"If Ik* 

that IOtf. ntaybe it was . longtime ara. boa 
inl finish you 'on the force. Don't be a sucker, 
pat. Have I tear bothered you about it till 
aowr 

"Yea arera saving It," said Tom. "Par 
time like this. - Ha saw the smirk on Ball i 
face Then he saw hi- .cheats and acted 

His foot went tip and our; kicking ih 
vicious are. Everything owyended on getting 
Boll first. As the blow went home, in th* 
soft belly of the man. Tom leaped for the gun 
on the desk Ther* was no time for h 
Sound crashed and echoed around him 
1ml* room as the man by the door fired. Tom's 
left arm went numb Then he had the gun. 
had Ball Cochrane firmly in hia grasp, making 
the numbed arm aenre aa a viae. With the 
»<r*a*nin>w^rigglinei gangster aa a shield. 
Tom adranc*d\oward the door and th* other 
hoodlum. After 'another exchange of abets th* 
man dropped ho gun and flung his hands 
toward th* ceiling. Bait drooped in Tom's 
arms, momentarily unconscious, bat breathing 
herd. He would live. And it was over . . . 
. At lh * precinct, ignoring: the congratula- 
tion*, Tom told hi* story to th* Captain The 
Captain listened, nodded gravely, a -*. said : 
"Don't worry too much about it. lad. Wljat 
yon did today will make a lot of difference 
It a not aa tboogh you were a cop when you 
took the loan. And apeaking of money. I 
(wee* yoaVe ia tin* for the five thousand dollar 
reward for captorinf-~*rtut mraking little 
killer. Strang*. It should be the same amooo 
you borrowe d from him. - . 

) 

TOM grinned. "Cin I as* your pencil, sir. 
and a ■sheet of paper*" At the Captain's 
aod he began to writs. 

/ heresy assign the sent of fnrr thom*a*4 
4*tUn, as a reward tar cipftiring Ball Cach- 
raae. ra (hat anane Bmlt Cor A ran* 7 kit a«y* 
my atrer re Um im fall. 

Teen signed ft and handed it to the Captain, 
who road it and laughed "Seems to fleas' stp 
your debt. lad. Ball will probably as* it to 
hire a lawyer, too. Not that H win da* him 
any good." 
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